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Sister D^ary ComeCta, 5». ^. <®. 



" The just shall be in cverlasting remembrance. " 

/ff S the Spouse in the Canticle sweetly calls: 
^^ "My Dove, my Beautiful, corne to me !" 
From the golden gâte in Heaven's jasper walls, 
Came the voice of the Bridegroom borne to thee. 

" O early chosen ! O true and tried, 
Earth's cares and trials no more are thine. 

Cast the prisoning fetters of clay aside, 
And haste to the présence of Love Divine. 

"Thou hast qua£fed the chalice of life; its lees 

Were pain-embittered unto thy taste ; 
Thou hast borne my standard o'er sounding seas, 

And reared it in light in earth's désert place. 

"And the flowers of Knowledge and Truth sprang up 
Where its shade as a dew of blessings fell; 

Ah! fair in My sight as the lily's cup, 
Are the hearts thou hast taught to love Me well. 

"Wide was the field that I gave thee to sow, 
Rank grew the weeds and the toil was hard; 

But thou with courage and zeal aglow 
Wert true to the trust that I bade chee guard. 
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"Arise my Beautiful One, and haste 

Where the garden of God in its splendor glows, 
Its endless pleasure, in joy to taste, 

And join in the anthem of praise that âows 

"From the stainless lips of the seraph choirs." 

O wooing strain to thy heart that came ! 

O guerdon sweet ! For thy life's desires 

Were kindled and burned with heaven's holiest 
flame. 

And lo ! as the Angel of Dawn drew wide 
The opaline curtains that vail the Hast; 

Thy guatdian spirit in rapture hied 

With thy faithful soûl to love' s bridai feast. 

Joy, joy, for the loved ones waiting there, • 
For thy brave co-laborers a noble band; 

For thy Sisters in kindred and love who share, 
With thee, the peace of the Better I^and. 

Around them thronging a countless host, 

Led from darkness to knowledge, dear friend, by 
thee; 

In our own dear vales of the golden coast. 

Or where Mount Hood watches the western sea. 

While we thy children, an orphaned band, 
Who sorrow above thee, in anguish pray, 

That thy love as a Mother's guiding hand 
Will lead us up to the heavenly day. 

MaRCELLA A. F1TZGRRAI.D 

Mossy Woodland, Feb., 1892. 
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^eace 6e 7£nto ^fiis J£pnse, 



IQEACE be unto this bouse ! unfading peace ! 
•*■ Tbat by the false world can not ofiFered be. 
Sweet manna-rain ! whose showers ne'er shall cease 

Till the full Sabbath of Eternity, 
Blest, balmy store ! in boundless wealth bestowed 
Alone, on homes like thee ! Religion's pure abode ! 

Hail ! sacred cloister ! Paradise of Truth ! 

Where vestal toilers in thy stainless bowers, 
Deck the fair brow of safely sheltered youth 

With grace-fraught garlands of celestial flowers, 
And fondly watch upon the "garnished shrine," 
The flame that burneth there, the fire of love divine ! 

Lo ! *mid the vowed and consecrated train 

One, crowned with ring of golden light appears ! 
One, who hath twined Religion' s peaceful chain 
Round her pure heart while six and fifty years 
Gave her rich harvest from thy fields serene, 
Sweet realm of Notre Dame! of Heaven's Immortal 
Queen. 

Harriet m. Skidmore. 
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Sister ^ttperior Ddïary Cornefia. 



ISTER Superior Mary Cornelia, Marie Antoinette 
Caroline Neujean, was born at St. Nicholas, Liège. 
(Belgium) July 7, 1815, of parents that added to the 
noble courtesy that ordinarily characterizes persons 
that move in circles of culture and refinement, the 
loftier grâces of Christian virtues. 

The children of such estimable parents profited 
faithfully by ail the advantages of éducation and up- 
lifting influences surrounding them, and became 
eminently distinguished for a spirit of ardent zeal and 
heroic self sacrifice; one of the sons consecrating his 
life to the service of God in the ecclesiastical state, 
died a martyr of charity, while devoting himself to the 
cholera-stricken colliers of Serain 

At the early âge of four years, Caroline was entered 
at the couvent of Notre Dame as a day boarder, and, 
blessed with a bright, intelligent mind, young as she 
was, she made rapid progress. Later, she became a 
boarder to complète her éducation, and at the early 
âge of fifteen or sixteen, possessed a ripeness of cul- 
ture far beyond her years. 

Though of a gay and sprightly disposition, the re- 
cords of her school years are golden ones of earnest 
ness, respect and piety. Although the world held out- 
to her its fairest attractions, she followed the call of 
Heaven to a higher life, and on September ist, 1834, 
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entered the order of Notre Dame at Namur, Belgium, 
to consecrate her days to the careof God's little ones, 
receiving the white veil of a novice on the lyth of the 
same month, and after passing the usual two years of 
probation in the most edifying manner pronounced 
her solenin religions vows September 17, 1836. She 
was then sent as a teacher to Jumet, where she de- 
served and enjoyed the love and esteem ofallaround 
her, and so perfectly acquitted herself of every duty, 
that she was placed as principal of the school in Jem- 
mapes. After she had given full satisfaction for five 
nionths in this new position, the Superior of the 
Fleurns Convent dying, the Superior General imnied- 
iately named Sister Mary Cornelia as eminently fitted 
to govern the Religions fauiily and direct the work- 
ingsofits schools. She occupied successfully, this 
responsible office until 1843, when on the i2th of De- 
cember, she set sail from her native shores, in 
Company with five Sisters, destined for the far-ofF 
shores of Oregon, pioneers of religions éducation in 
the great Northwest. 

The long stormy voyage across the Atlantic and 
around the Horn in a sailing vessel, the tedious delays 
and disappointments on the Pacific, the périls, priv- 
ations and Personal inconveniences of those eight 
long nionths, the seemingly inévitable danger of des- 
truction and death at the mouth of the Columbia, 
with a dying Captain, a chartless, provisionless and 
pilotless vessel, may be better imagined than des- 
cribed. God's watchful Providence in answer to their 
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prayers, led them to their goal in safety, and for eight 
years the Sisters toiled zealously in Oregon, at Will- 
amette, Oregon city and St. Paul, whence they were 
summoned to California to supply the then greater 
need of OUI rapidly growing State. August 4, 1851, 
they opened a boarding school in San José, then a 
village oftwenty-fivehouses, and in April, J852, Sister 
Superior Cornelia joined them and has been identified 
with the best interests of the Order on the coast ever 
since, being absent only on business connected with 
the institution on the occasion of her visit to Europe 
in 1871. 

On September 16, 1886, the former pupils of Notre 
Dame celebrated the Golden Jubilee of their beloved 
Superior in a manner befitting such an occasion, a 
reunion long to be remembered by ail taking part 
therein. 

But a few months later, on February 10, 1887, the 
noble and indefatigable worker was stricken with 
paralysis, and for five years edified by night and day 
those around her, by her cheerful submission to the 
Divine dispensations of Providence, and sublime 
faith and patience in meekly bearing the heavy cross 
of sufFering. 

On the morning of January 11, 1892, the painful 
ordeal ended, and her purified soûl passed to its eter- 
nal reward. It has been truly said of her: "She has 
donc her work wisely and well !" And we would 
add, with no tarnish of self to dim the pure gold of 
her heroic sacrifice to Heaven. Who, that has really 
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known her, will hesitate to crown her with the well 
won lyurels of the "Valiant Woman." Thousands 
of grateful hearts and lips willhand her nanie down 
in vénération to future générations, and the devoted 
children of her training in every walk in life will 
"rise up and call her blessed." But the crowning 
crown of her grand life awaits her in the Home of 
her eternity, where the Heavenly Master will pro 
nounce the only praise that she ever sought through 
the long years of her faithful service: "Well donc! 
Good and faithfnl servant, efater thou into the joys 
of thy Lord." 

The last solemn services were held on Monday, 
Jan. 14, 1892, in St. Joseph's Church, where a solemn 
Requiem Mass was celebrated with Rev. B Calzia, 
S. J., as célébrant; Rev. J. Miller, S. J., deacon; and 
Rev. J. Dossola, S. J., sub-deacon. Rev. R. Kenna, 
S. J., of Santa Clara Collège, delivered a short but 
impressive eulogy upon the life of the deceased. 

After the Mass the profession formed again at the 
church door, and the march to the cemetery at Santa 
Clara was taken, the cortège being one of the largest 
San José has ever seen. 

The foUowing was the order of the funeral proces- 
sion: 

First — The convent boys of St. Aloysius school. 

Second — The pupils of St. Joseph's school. 

Third — The pupils of the Select school. 

Fourth — The young ladies of the boarding school. 

Fifth — The Cornelian Society. 
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Sixth— The Sisters in carriages. 

Seventh — The pall-bearers with the casket and 
their alternâtes, namely: Hon. Francis E. Spencer, 
Hon. B. D. Murphy, Charles F. Wilcox, Peter D. 
Saisset, N. Bowden, John R. Norton, T. O'Neil and 
James H. Campbell; alternâtes, Hon. M. P. O'Con- 
nor, Hon. C. T. Ryland, Hon. L. Archer, Hon. W. 
G. Lorigan, M. Malarin, M. Cahalan, E. McLaugh- 
lin and J. Alex. Yoell. 

The morning trains brought down large numbers 
from San Francisco and other places, members of 
the Cornelian Society, former pupils and loving 
friends of the deceased, who followed the remains to 
their last resting place. 



TN the death of Mary Cornelia, Sister Superior of 
\ the Collège of Notre Dame, the Catholic Church 
has been deprived of one of its oldest, most earnest 
and valuable members, while the cause of humanity 
has lost one of its noblest laborers. She was one 
woman in a thousand, and her long career of self- 
abnegation, the sweetuess of her disposition, which 
infused a corresponding quality into the dispositions 
ofher pupils — and among the number are some of 
the first women of California — her rare administra- 
tive abilities, her simple faith, her perfect life, will 
render hers an undying memory. A grand soûl has 
departed to find a glorious reward in the realms of 
everlasting bliss. — Record. 
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Metter of Condofence front 3£is Qrcice, 



San Francisco, Jan. ii, 1892. 

HAVE just received the message that Sister Corne- 
lia has passed away. Though long expected, her 
death must be a great sorrow to ail her spiritual 
children, and I heartily sympathize with them in 
their affliction. 

I will ofFer the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass for her 
soûl to-morrow, and on the day of the funeral. 

I regret that I cannot go to San José, it would be 
a consolation for me to attend the last services, over 
one, who during a long life has done so much for the 
Church of this Diocèse and State. How much she 
has done only our dear Lord can tell, and He only 
can reward. 

Her death has been a release from great sufFering, 
most patiently endured, and is a great grâce to the 
dear Superior, who loved you ail so much, and ruled 
over you so wisely, she received the gifts of govern- 
ment and with wisdom and prudence she used them. 

May God in His Mercy grant her the reward pro- 

mised to those who are faithful to the grâces give.n 

them. 

Sincerely Yours, 

^ P. W. R10RDAN. 
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m Y Dear Christian Friends: — We are assembled 
hère to-day to pay the tribute of our respect to 
the honored dead Sister Mary Cornelia, and to testi- 
fy our vénération for her long life of usefulness and 
self-sacrifice. We indeed are hère to mourn, to sym- 
pathize with her bereaved children; but I hâve not 
tears to-day for the dear dead. 

When a child dies in the bloom of youth with its 
glorious robe of innocence yet unstained and beauti- 
ful in God's own eyes, called Home before it has 
dwelt in a strange land, I cannot weep, nor again 
shed a tear when one falls in the glorious Autumn of 
a life rich in the ripe fruit of good works and resplen- 
dent with every virtue. 

And, to-day, I would, that instead of sombre 
mourning, you were ail robed in white; for there is 
no room for sorrow, save for ourselves, over a death 
which is a triumph, — the crowning of a beautiful life 
spent for God's glory and her neighbor's salvation. 
"Blessed are the dead that die in the Lord." Oh, 
thrice blessed are they, who die thus after a life 
spent for the Lord, in heroic service for His honor. 

It is good for this vast assemblage to be hère to- 
day. Yes, good for thèse children to be hère, for 
this dear saintly woman was a great and true bene- 
factor to this city. It owes her a deep debt of grati- 
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tude, for she has donc more for its greatness and 
happiness than many who received greater praises. 

Standing by the coffin of good Sister Mary Corne- 
lia, and looking back over her life, what a sublime 
vista thèse fifty-six years of religions life présents to 
our contemplation. From early youth she gave her- 
self to God; girlhood was passed in acts of charity, 
study and filial piety beyond the ordinary Christian's 
life; even as a girl she strove to elevate the poor 
women in her father's employ, and at nineteen in the 
very bloom of youth, she consecrated heart and soûl, 
ail to Jésus Christ at the foot of the Altar. There 
was never rapine in that holocaust ; faithful to her 
vows during fifty-six years, she persevered to the 
end. 

At twenty-six, we find her setting forth in a sraall 
vessel to cross two océans and penetrate the wilds of 
Oregon to teach the savage the kuowlege of Him to 
Whom she had vowed her life. In those days there 
were no grand steamers, no "Pullman" cars; it de- 
manded courage, great courage, to face the stornis of 
two océans; but with a heart and zeal of the crusa- 
ders, this noble woman and her devoted companions 
set forth to go to the end of the earth. She, like St. 
Francis Xavier, would travel to the end of the world, 
and then die gladly, could she only lead one soûl to 
know and love God a little more. Grand woman ! 
Noble soûl ! Did she not love her home, her native 
land her religion ? Yes, but she loved Jésus Christ 



r 



[i6] 



and soûls redeemed by him, much more. She gave 
np for her divine spouse the comforts of home, posi- 
tion of honor, pleasure, and, more still, the love 
pure, deep and strong of her own native land. There 
was a purer love, a mightier one, consuming her 
great heart. The sacrifice was great to her, but she 
would hâve given life itself in that great cause. Sister 
Mary Cornelia was not an ordinary woman, not an 
ordinary religious. She had a strong character, al- 
most masculine in its firmness and great energy. 
Yet she was gentleness itself. She had a great heart 
kind and gentle as it was noble. It was always a 
mother's heart; and if she made mistakes, we must 
charge them to the love that consumed that heart. 
Blest with great piety, and every womanly, Christian 
and religious virtue, she was, moreover, endowed 
with rare talents and a very fine mind, which were 
cultivated in the highest degree; and to ail thèse 
gifts was added a great administrative ability which, 
during fortv years, was heroically exercised in this 
city for the glory of God and the good of her neigh- 
bor. 

Think of it, friends ! Forty years spent hère in 
the daily exercise of a noble apostolate, seeking the 
glory of Him, to Whose glory she vowed her young 
heart, and the salvation of soûls ! Always the same, 
with the same grand end ever in view, to make God 
known and loved. She shrank from no danger, she 
feared no toil; no diflSculty appalled her brave heart 
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when duty and God's honor called her. May this 
city, wherein she worked so long and well, not forget 
its debt to her ! She did more than any other to lay 
the foundation of its lasting greatness in educating 
Christian mothers, those who form the noble men 
and true of our city, of our land, Who can appre- 
ciate this work, and the wondrous results of those 
rich seeds she sowed in young hearts ? 

How many throughout California, when they shall 
hear the sad news, will recall gratefully the lessons, 
the chidings, the strong Christian words that she was 
wont to give them ! She soothed many a sad heart, 
encouraged many a drooping spirit, checked many a 
wayward step. She lifted up her children to high 
and holy ways, and they ail left her better for having 
met her. There may be others who, when they hear 
the sad tidings, will say, in sorrowing tones; "Oh, 
that I had folio wed her wise, good couusels; I should 
be better, happier to-day!" Brave, noble heart! 
How she loved God, and little children for God's 
sake. 

She lies hère before us, a good woman, dead — 
dead in the rich, ripe autumn of atruly Christian life 
passed in doing good to soûls, elevating soûls, form- 
ing them to virtue; dead^ when her work was done, 
ay, well done — work that lives in a thousand Christian 
homes throughout the land; work prompted by the 
purest love of God, andcarried on amidst untold and 
unknown sacrifices. 
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Yes, dead, indeed; but her work lives, and shall 
endure forever. 

Great heart that beats no more, you lie cold and 
pulseless hère; but your rich life, so full of hope, love 
and joy for others, is known to Hini whoni you now 
enjoy, and its memory will always be in bénédiction 
with your children. 

Carry forth her body, lay it gently in the earth, 
and let the sod fall softly upon it, for it is God's; she 
eonsecrated it in her young girlhood to Him. He 
will raise it up immortal and crown it with that 
crown she has wrought so well. Yes, take the body. 
Angels hâve already received her soûl and borne it 
into the présence of Hini whom she loved till the 
end, and for whom she left ail, and whose honor she 
sought in ail moments of her full life. 

And now, friends, a thought crosses my mind — a 
thought I perhaps should not utter hère, yet it has 
haunted me, and it forces itself upon me. I must 
speak it, and in speaking it I do so as an American 
citizen. There comes up from thèse cold lips a pro- 
test. This noble lady left ail that is near and dear 
to the human heart — left home, country, ail; crossed 
two océans to teach the ignorant, to pass her life in 
self-sacrifice. She lived in this city forty years labor- 
ing for the good of the commonwealth, striving and 
striving with success, aided by noble co-laborers, to 
do ail the good in their power; and we, the freest 
people in the world, forced her to pay heavy taxes 
for ail this noble work. Ah, how many wrinkles did 



L'i9] 



^ 



this great care of raising the money for taxes cause 
her ! to how many anxious trying moments did this 
subject her ! We made her pay for doing us good. 
Do not those silent lips now utter a protest against 
this injustice ? She was a Pioneer; but oh, how différ- 
ent from those who came hither impelled by love of 
gold, of honor and of pleasure ! She was moved by 
a higher love — the love of God. "Defuncta adhuc 
loquitur." Yes, those dead lips speak to us lessons 
grand and stirring. By the side of the rich man's 
hier and of that of the great ones of the world, and 
by the open grave of the children of pleasure wehear 
in strong tones the wise man's words, "Vanity of 
vanity, and ail is vanicy !" * 

Thèse she despised in her early youth, and from 
those lips to-day come forth a grander word telling 
us "How good, how divine it is to love and to serve 
God. How sweet it is to follow Him, who died for 
us. Bidding us to seek first the Kingdom of God, to 
love Him, to serve Him ail the days of our pilgrim- 
age. Lift up your hearts to high and holy ways!" 
May we lay thèse words to our hearts. She is dead, 
but her spirit lives in the noble women who hâve 
toiled with her, and under her. This magnificent 
couvent which adorns your city is the least work 
that sings her praise. Her work goes on; and from 
her abode with God (for I think she is already there) 
she will assist us by her prayers and help us to heed 
the beautiful lessons of her life. 



SenUmenis of Regret 

on tfie deatfi of 

Siskr DvZary Cornefia, 

Superior of J2otre ^ame, 



San (jose^ 



CaRfomia, 



r 
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^dopied 6y Œe Comefian Socieiy. 

San Francisco, Jan. 17, 1892 



Sisier Ddïary Cornefia is âead. 



/TJ-od has called our beloved Superior to himself. 
^X On January eleventh shelaid down the burden of 
four score years. Her soûl took fiight to its Heav- 
enly home, there to put on the garb of immortality 
and rest forever at the feet of Him, she served so well 
while on earth. 

In her life she was the embodiment of exalted wo- 
manhood. 

Each position she clothed with such honor and 
dignity that she has left us an example in the high- 
est degree worthy of imitation. 

In her Order for many years, she guided the délib- 
érations of her associâtes with such prudence, fore- 
sight and business tact as brought them through the 
struggles of pioneer days to later times of affluence. 

Notre Dame has lost a wise councilor. To those 
entrusted to her keeping she was a kind and gentle 
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ruler, firm in the enforcement of authority, patient 
with the wayward and impartial to ail. 

We, former pupils of Notre Dame, members of 
the San Francisco Association which bears her name, 
désire to add our humble tribute to her worth and to 
testify our sincère sorrow at her death. 

In her grave we buried a tender part of our youth, 
the recollection of happy days passed under her lov- 
ing care to whom was she other than kind and just, 
therefore be it 

Resolved, That thèse expressions of affection be 
spread upon the minutes of the Cornelian Society 
and that an engrossed copy hereof, be presented to 
the Superior and the Sisters of Notre Dame at San 
José, assuring them that in their bereavement we 
share their sorrow and extend to them our sympathy. 

Mary A. Carroli<, 
Anita h. Nougues, 

Présidents. 



Katie Smith, 

Secretary. 



JOSEPHINE F. DaNIEI,S, 1 

Marie C. Dii,lon, 
Katk m. Dillon, 
Franges C. Davis, 



Committee. 
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^reamôfe and ^esofutions 

OF THE CORNELIANS, SaN JOSE, Cal'A. 



mHEREAS, Almighty God, in His inscrutable 
wisdoni, has called to her eternal rest our late 
beloved Superior, Sister Mary Cornelia, while hum- 
bly submitting to His divine will, our hearts are 
filled with sorrow for the loss of a guide whom we 
ail held in such high honor and esteem: 

Resolved^ That as an earnest teacher, a faithful 
friend, a zealous worker, and a selflessand sincère 
Christian, there was no better exemplar. 

Resolved^ That as a pioneer of éducation, not only 
in our city but on the Pacific Coast, as an untiring 
worker in the educational field for forty years, she 
is eniinently deserving of the loving gratitude of her 
children, and of the lasting esteem of the city in the 
cause of whose best interests she labored unwearied- 
ly for four décades of years. 

Resolved^ That the members of the Coinelian Asso- 
ciation, in paying this last tribute of respect and 
affection to their vénérable Superior and foundress 
of their Aima Mater, should embalm in memory for- 
ever the sublime teachings of her noble life, that 
tended to uplift to higher and holier aspirations 
ail those who came within the sphère of her influ- 
ence. 

Resohed^ That thèse resolutions be spread upon the 
minutes of the society, and that a copy thereof be 
presented to the esteem ed Sister Superior of Notre 
Dame and her bereaved Sisters, assuring them that 
in this sad bereavement they hâve the sincère sym- 
pathy of every member of the Cornelian Association. 



• j .^ * ^ ^^ ^ ^ 
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floral Ojferings. 



/tf BEAUTIFUL bed of snowy fiowers, tube-roses 
^^ and hyacinth, with a heart of exquisite La France 
roses, Mrs. B. D. Murphy. 

Magnificent Japanese lilies, the Misses TaafFe. 

Anchor of hyacinth, immortelles and maiden hair, 
Mrs. M. P. O'Connor. 

Sheaf of wheat, fern-entwined, wreathed with roses 
clasping one stainless lily, Mrs. Ward Wright. 

Pillow of choice blossoms, with the royal blazon 
" Rest," Mr. and Mrs. J. Wolfskill of Los Angeles. 

Cross and crown of roses and maiden hair, the 
Misses Wolfskill. 

Star of immortelles, hyacinth and roses. Miss 
Gertrude Yoell. 

Cross of roses and maiden hair, the Misses Bell of 
Santa Barbara. 

Hyacinths veiled in maiden hair and smilax Mrs. 
Lion. 

Cross of roses and hyacinth. Mrs. and Miss 
O'Bannon. 

Wreath of ivy — the Misses Priant. 

Exquisite wreath of violets — Mrs Nano Dillon of 
San Francisco. 

Chaste cross of roses, fern-encircled — Mrs. M. 
Murphy. 

Wreath and anchor, roses, fern and violets — Mrs. 
J. H. Rucker. 
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Cross of roses and maiden hair — Mrs. J. E. Auzerias. 

Star of roses, immortelles and maiden hair — Mrs. 
A. Columbet. 

Cross of roses, hyacinth and fern — Madame L. 
Auzerais. 

A tribute of affection — Roy and Bae Skelly. 

A bouquet — Miss Geneviève Barnes. 

Immortelles, forget-me-nots — Mrs. I^. McLaughlin. 

Golden souvenirs — Miss C. McLaughlin. 

Everlastings — Miss Mollie TaafiFe. 




HE ARTS of kindly sympathy ! the fiowers 
Your gentle hands laid on our loved one's hier, 
Hâve faded as her lifetime's golden hours, 

Yet still we shrine their grateful fragrance hère, 
And pray that every blossom may arise, 
For you and yours, a joy bloom in God's skies. 

O soûls that gave Prayer's fadeless immortelles, 
And Christ's ** Forget-me-nots" of deathless bloom, 

And golden souvenirs, no funeral knells, 
No shadow of the cold and mournful tomb. 

No blighting touch of Time your gifts can dim, 

Pure altar flowers, they plead for her, with Him. 

And faithful Heart,* the first whose friendly roof 
Sheltered our household's founders on this shore, 

God bless thee and thy dear ones, for each proof 
Of constant kindness, and forevermore, 
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May thy dear children and their children be 
Crowned by thy faith, hope, love, ail joys to thee. 

Thy gift, thy children's, and their children 's flowers, 
Lay side by side just one short year ago, 

To-day in God's Eternal Eden bowers, 
The friends by death divided, in the glow 

Of the unclouded glory of God's love, 

Rejoice, and woo us to our Home above. 

*Mrs. Martin Murphy. 



^ ^riBate of Move. 



A MONUMENT SACRED TO THR MEMORY OF SISTER 

MARY CORNELIA. 



[From the San José Metcury.] 
|HE devoted pupils and friends of the late esteem- 
ed Sister Superior Marie Cornelia of the Collège 
of Notre Dame ofthis city, will be pleased to learn 
that a chaste, cross-crowned, marble obelisk, hasbeen 
erected in the Santa Clara cemetery, to the memory 
of that noble pioneer of éducation in our valley and 
State, by the San Francisco Cornelia Association, 
and mainly by the active and efficient efforts of Mrs. 
Richard CarroU and Mrs. Luke Robinson, to whom, 
with their co-workers, the everlasting gratitude of 
Notre Dame is due. 
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The work is admirably executed and the religious 
symbols are éloquent of hope and comfort. 

The watch word of Sister Mary Cornelia, '* As the 
good God wills," is full of tender remembrances for 
ail who knew and loved her. The epitaph: 

" Guide and Mentor ! Still look dowu 

On the children of thy love, 
That their lives may be thy crown, 

Hère, and in God's home above. " 

Fittingly embodies the earnest désire that the lives 
of those she left behind may prove worthy in this 
mortal warfare of the lofty lessons that she gave by 
word and example, and thus deserve the crown of 
immortal bliss, the goal to which above ail, her teach- 
ings led. The folio wing extract from a private letter 
announcing the completion and érection of the monu- 
ment, needs no comment: 

"I am guilty of a pardonable pride, and feel we hâve 
heen instrumental in raising a monument that must 
perform a mission in * God's acre.' It will speak in 
tender accents to ail who see it, of the dévotion of lov- 
ing and grateful hearts. 

It will prove an outward sign of thedeep current of 
the holy love of their girlhood's Convent days, forso 
good, so tender a niother — a love which has never 
ceased to flow ail during their checkered lives. It 
will be a landmark of the years that hâve gone, recall- 
ingthe blessed memories of the soûls she made strong 
in their faith, of the soûls she made happy and con- 
soledin their sorrow, and who still rise up and call 
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her blessed, and on bended knee, thank God for her 
unwearying kindness, her motherly love and her zeal 
for their welfare whilst under the guidance of her 
great, grand, gênerons and loving heart. Now that 
she is reaping the glorious harvest of a beautiful life 
of suffering and sacrifice, devoted to the salvation of 
others, may she look down upon us, and by her pray- 
ers still be a lamp to our feet, and a beacon to guide 
us to her heavenly home above. " 

Geneva E. Robinson. 



Requiem O^ass. 



St. Mary's Cathedral. 



i THK Cornelia Society of San Francisco, over which 
Vr Mrs. Richard Carroll présides, had a Solemn 
High Requiem Mass celebrated for the repose of her 
soûl, in the Cathedral, on Thursday morning, Febru- 
ary iith, of which Very Rev. J. J. Prendergast, V. 
G., was célébrant, assisted by the priests of the 
Cathedral. A large number of Priests, both Secular 
and Regular, many Christian Brothers and Sisters of 
différent Orders, besides deputations of Notre Dame 
frotn San José, San Francisco and Alameda attended 
this Mass. His Grâce the Archbishop did honor to 
the memory of that noble woman by his présence on 
this occasion, and the Cathedral was well fiUed with 
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the Alumnse of Notre Dame, who came from far and 
near to pray for the eternal repose of their dear, de- 
parted Superior, Sister Mary Cornelia, who, to quote 
the words of Mrs. JÔhn M. Burnett, "was a noble wo- 
man, a leader of the Christian pioneers who hâve 
given lustre to their sex in the unremitting and, 
thank God, successful labors done in God's narae for 
the Christian éducation and moral and intellectual 
élévation of woman. She has gone to her reward 
and leaves a monument to her memory in the lives, 
and influence thereof, for ail good of those who hâve 
had the benefit of her words and example. Neither 
brass, nor marble shall endure so long; eternity shall 
not see its ruin or decay." 



Sxaftavit Jfumiks, 




|H ! Let our works be wrought for God alone, 
In lowliness of heart, and simple ways, 
Seeking no meed of human love or praise, 
Content to be unnoticed and unknown. 



How often from her lips such lessons fell ! 
How constantly her life in noble deeds, 
Confirmed her teachings, scattering deathless seeds 

Of the meek lowliness God loves so well. 

I think of this to-day, as Requiems rise, 

'Neath fair Cathedral arches, and the prayer 
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Of countless hearts, throb for her thro' the air, 
Rising on Faith's white pinions to the skies. 

While tender light thro' pictured Windows streanis, 
And o'er the snowy marble's stainless shrine, 
A révèrent hand uplifts the Host divine, 

The Sun that fills the whole world with its beanis. 

While tô the flower-starred Catafalque descends 
The Shephf rd of the fold, and o'er her hier, 
Breathes words of power that soûls rejoice to hear; 

What could we wish her more, our friend of friends ? 

What unsought homage crowns her humble life; 

What benisons and grâces God bestows; 

Above her thorns of trial, blooms the Rose 
With fragrance of eternal Joyance rife. 



O stately fane beside our Western Sea ! 

O worthy Temple of the spotless Lamb ! 

Henceforth, the grateful hearts of Notre Dame, 
Shall turn with révèrent tenderness to thee. 

o« A. iv. 
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TUMULUS SORORIS MARI^ CORNELI^. 

In hoc quiescunt tumulo 

Pise Corneliae ossa : 
Post brève tempus, Angélus 

Ex hac educet fossa. 

Fuit Mariae famula, 
Hinc multos post labores, 

Bene sunt illi reddita 
Et praemia et honores. 

Pro Christi caris parvulis 

Totam se diu dédit 
Ut miles fuit validus 

Qui rétro non recedit. 

Tandem confractis viribus 

Ab opère cessavit, 
Et pro cœlesti itinere 

Pienter se paravit. 

Si forte per labeculas 

Illa purgatur igné 
O Lector, preces supplices 

Ofiferas Tu bénigne. 
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Nam preces piae et lacrymae 
Defunctis dant levamen; 

Si vero sunt in gaudio 
Pro nobis orant. Amen. 

REV. F. J. PREI.ATO, S. J. 

St. Ignatius Collège, 

San Francisco, Jan., 1892. 



Sngfislt ^arapfirase. 

OF Rev. Father F. J. Prei^ato's Tributs. 

^ENEATH this peaceful mound, 
^ AU that is earthly lies 
Of her, whom Angel hands will bear, 
In triumph to God's skies. 

Of Mary's household band, 

What trials hère she knew, 
Hence, it is meet to yield to her 

Guerdons and honors due. 

For Christ' s dear little ones 

She gave her ail, for aye, 
And, like a valiant soldier, ne'er 

Shrank from the fiery fray 

Till strength and vigor spent, 
God bade her labors cease, 
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And her calm soûl prepared to tread 
The path of Heavenly peace. 

If haply sotiie slight stain, 

God's fires must purify, 
O gentle Reader, waft for her 

Prayer's incense to the sky. 

Let fervent prayers and tears, 
Solace our dead, and then, 

They in the joys of endlcss life, 
Will pray for us. — Amen. 



CaCtfomias ^riôute to Sister Ddïcirt) Comelia, 

(Ex tract from Golden Jubilee Drama, by Harriet M. 

Skidmore.) 

^Y ail Earth's gifts the vastness of my debt 
^ Can ne'er to her be paid, 
Whose potent hand within my crown hath set 
The gems that cannot fade. 

The selfish search within the golden mine, 

Exhausts its shining store, — 
But where she toileth, lo! the hearts' rich shrine. 

Fore ver yieldeth more. 

The dewy flowers that gleam upon my breast 

Find there, alas ! a tomb ! 
But sweet soul-blossoms from her gardens blest, 

Join Heaven's immortal bloom. 
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What joy was mine, when, to my favored shore, 

Our Lady's chosen band, 
Came richly laden with celestial store, 

To bless the Sunset Uand ! 

And sent by him, who o'er the sons of God, 

Hère ruled with gentle sway, 
Abode where Joseph' s lily-bearing rod 

Protects his San José. 

Rude was the structure where those pure ones found 

Their first Peace-haunted home, — 
But Truth and Wisdom taught their lore profound, 

Beneath its humble dôme. 

And gathered there fuli many a pupil band 

Who, from that sacred spot, 
Went forth to deck the fair homes of my land 

With wealth that wasteth not. 

Long hast thou ruled that Eden, whom, to-day, 

Youth, there, as guide révères, 
Thou who hast bowed to bless Religion's sway. 

For fifty golden years. 

Ah ! many another garden hast thou shrined 

In California's bowers, — 
And many another Paradise hast twined 

With Virtue's fadeless flowers. 

Beside my shining Bay, and far beyond, 
Far in my glowing heart. 
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Thy Convents gleam, where vestal workers fond 
Toil on, with patient art. 

Ah ! tireless laborer ! fruitful as the past, 

May ail thy future be, 
Till thine shall be with ail thy band at last, 

Heaven's Golden Julilee ! 



0ttr QetUsemane. 



© 



" One hour with me ! 
Om hour with me ! ' ' 

*^HE voice came from Gethsemane, 
^ Where in the garden dark and still 
In closest shade of Calvary's hill 
The Master lingers sad and chill. 
The hosts of Heaven are ail His own, 
Yet pale and faint He waits alone, 
That when in faltering faith, %ue* wait 
Beside our Sorrow's open gâte, 
He may our inmost weakness know. 
With hand made strong to heal our woe; 
P'or sometime cornes to each and ail 
The tender pleading midnight call: 
" O ye, who praise and follow me, 
Can ye not watch one hour with me ? " 
Thou knowest, Lord, how weak my faith, 
How sharp the thorns upon my path, 
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Let it my song and solace be 
That this is my Gethsemane. 

Franges L. Mack. 



*The gentle Poetess, well knowu by her beautiful volumes, 
" Sonnets and I,yrics " and "Under Palm and Pine," was at the 
time, bearing the same heavy cross of sufFering as Sister Mary 
Cornelia, to whom, with délicate thoughtfulness and sympathy, 
she sent this sacred I,yric. 



^n ^etrato. 







sombra encantadora ! 
^ ? Retrato perfecto y fiel, 
De mi amada Superiora: 
Cuando te veo extasiada, 
No puedo separar la mirada, 

Sera que te has elevado, 
El amor y admiracion, 
Que te profesamos todas, 
Sin la menor escepcion ? 

l No volvere a verte mas ? 
j Tan apacible y pura ! 
O, tan iejos de mi estas ? 
Que tu dulce voz de ternura, 
No he ya de escuchar ? 
Pues has ido a descausar, 
Del martirio de la vida; 
Y yo por ti afligida, 
He quedado sin consuelo. 

Tomaste al fin el vuelo, 



^ 
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Y a tu patria bas llegado. 
i Felices de los angeles, 
Que te tienen a su lado ! 

Descansa aima gloriosa, 
t/a memorîa de ti reposa, 
Por sienipre en mi corazon. 
Te pido que desde el Cielo, 
Heches una mirada al suelo. 

Y me des tu bendicion. 

GUADAI.UPE VaLLEJO. 

Oakland 12 de Febrer© de 1892. 



SngfisB ^arapRrase. 




WONDROUS Art that perfectly portrays 
Life's faithful likeness, o'er and o'er I gaze, 
Beloved Superior, on tby pictured face 
Tbat holds m y glances captive by the grâce 
Which held of yore our hearts in willing thrall, 
And won the love and révérence of us ail. 

Alas ' alas ! O pure and tranquil heart ! 
Shall I no more behold thee ? Oh, thou art 
So far away, shall thy sweet, tender voice 
No more on earth my listening soûl rejoice ? 
Ah ! thou art gone to rest from wearing strife, 
The ceaseless martyrdom of human life. 
I, sorrowing for thy loss, in vain seek balm 
Of consolation, thine is Heaven's own calm. 
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And blest are they, the bright winged atigel train, 
Who by thee stand, and swell th) victor strain. 

Rest glorious Soûl ! Thy memory in my heart 
Is fondly shrined, and thence shall ne'er départ. 
Grant me one boon, look down from Heaven, I pray, 
And breathe a blessing on my lifelong way. 



^riend SBevered 1 




friend revered, thy gentle spirit burning 

With love for Jésus crucified was drawn 

To realms celestial, and thy thoughts aye turning 

To that fair kingdom longed to see the dawn 

Of thy deliverauce from life's bondage whitening 
With radiant glory earth's encircling gloom, 

And o'er the arching skies each moment brightening 
Reveal the spleudor hidden by the tomb. 

No dreani of earthly famé to toil allured thee, 
No vision bright of hoarded wealth was thine; 

Only the guerdon thy strong faith assured thee, 
The promise breathed by God's own lips divine. 

To those who walk in humble trust unswerving 
From duty's path when His hand points the way, 

With purecit love their Lord and Master serving, 
Rejoicingin the Savior's gentle sway. 

O brave and true; for thee a glorious crowning 
Won by thy labors in a cause sublime. 
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Victor o'er earthly woes whose tempests frowning 
Swept angrily along the shores of Time. 

Sowing the good seed where the waste out-spreading 
Lay fallow waiting for the sower's hand, 

The beauty and the light of knowledge shedding 
O'er ail the smiling valleys of our land. 

Thy children's hearts as one for thee are mourning, 
As one their voices tell of golden days 

Spent in that home to which fond thoughts returning 
View as of yore, illumed by memory's rays. 

Bach happy scène thy gentle présence gladdened, 
Or listen to thy words of counsel wise. 

O fair lost days ère death our lives had saddened 
Or with its gloom obscured joy's sunny skies. 

But oh ! the grief of loving hearts beholding 
Thy vacant place amid thy Sister band, 

Our woe, thy joy, for lo ! Heaven's gâte unfolding, 
And ail the glories of the Better Land. 

Thy spirit's goal bursts on thy enraptured vision, 
Thou see'st the face of the Eternal Son, 

And 'mid thy garnered sheaves, thy toil's fruition, 
He crowneth thee for duties nobly done. 

By Marcei.i*a A. Fitzgerald. 



v^ 
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^n ifie SfiadoW of tHe Cross, 

jtTITHIN the shadow of the Cross, 
^^ A life-gift lay, 
A tender plant too frail to dare 
Life's rougher way. 

Heaven-guarded, beautiful it grew, 

In truth and grâce, 
To earth reflecting smiles that beam, 

From Christ's dear Face. 

Within the shadow of the Cross, 

New flowers bloonied, 
A Sister-hood whose breath of prayer, 

The earth perfumed. 

A Sister-hood that watched spring's buds 

Placcd at their feet, 
And poured into their tiny hearts, 

A nectar sweet. 

But over ail the Lily of Liège, 

Pure stainless still, 
Lived in her Love's clear heavenly light, 

Her day, — His will. 

Bach year her life's pure perianth, 

More perfect grown, 
Revealed the great, the noble heart, 

That golden shone. 
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Within the shadow of the Cross, 

A life laid down, — 
Within the sunshine of God's skies, 

A waitiîig crown. 

Within the shadow of the Cross, 

Her garden grows; 
Within the light of Paradise, 

Love' s lily blows. 



May K. Coolidge. 



Réside B£er ^rave. 



JUNE, 1892. 

/?)ITY of Rest, within whose quiet streets 
^^ No eager puise of busy traffic beats, 
Whose slumbering echoes waken with no loud 
Responses to the clanior of the crowd; 
But ail is still as thèse bright rays that pour 
June's radiance over every close-sealed door, 
Touching with burning lips the fragile blooms 
l/ove's fragrant tribute in this place of tombs, 
Teaching 'mid summer's glow this cloudless day 
The lesson that ail things niust pass away. 

Ail things must pass away, ay, love and life, 
The stout heart dauntless amid toil and strife, 
Warrior and statesman, orator and sage, 
The countless actors upon earth's wide stage. 
Hâve owned one master and hâve laid aside 
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For thèse low cells, the garb of pomp and pride, 
While ail around the biisy world's wide din 
Thunders with ceaseless clamor, lo ! within 
Thèse sacred boundaries sleep in drearaless rest 
The ones we loved, the ones who loved us best, 
Whose pilgriniage of pain forever o'er, 
Await us now upon the shining shore. 

City of Peace, within thy tranquil bound 
One gentle heart its camp of rest has found, 
Above its low-browed portais we may read 
Her watchword in life's hour of sorest need, 
The few brief words that anguished doubting stills, 
t/ove's perfect lesson "As the good God wills." 
Words that in every thought and deed had part, 
Bright links that bound her to the Sacred Heart, 
Making each swiftly passing moment bring 
New gifts and grâces from our Lord and King, 
Till life's great work accomplished she laid down 
Earth's cross of suffering, for Heaven's glorious crown. 

Pure life of love, it needs no carven stone 
To make its beauties and its virtues known, 
Yet filial hearts hâve reared beside her grave 
A fair mémorial shaft, true hearts that gave, 
In grateful measure, love for love, that we 
Might ever hold in tenderest memory, 
The truest, noblest woman of our land, 
And honoring her whose life for us was spent 
In prayer and toil, be her true monument. 



^ 
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Thrice honored friend, sweet be thy well earned rest 

Amid thy loving Sisters, while the West 

Treasures thy name forever, and her seas 

Waft freshening tear-drops to the sweet heart'sease 

Clustered around thy lowly camp of rest, 

Mute symbols of thy life so pure, so blest. 

Marcei^i^a a. Fitzgerai^d. 



S #«^- 
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OW still she lies ! How sweet her peaceful rest ! 
How white her folded hands that on her breast 



Hold close within their clasp of lifeless clay 
Her cross, her beacon light on life' s dark way ! 
The lingering flush of tapers on her cheek 
Upturned in perfect slumber. calm and meek, 
Reveals a countenance illumed by prayer, 
Untroubled now by suffering, or by care. 

No faintest breath of earth dims Faith's pure ray, 

How saintly she, even in the lifeless clay, 

O'er ail there breathes Heaven's balm of peace the 

blest, 
God truly "giveth His beloved rest !" 

Beneath the habit's sombre folds, her dust 
Serenely rests. Beyond decay and rust 
Her treasures are. Her nierit, thro' ail Time, 
Revered — a type of womanhood sublime. 
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Revered, nay more, this chosen, saintly soûl, 
Whose earthly life has reached a heavenly goal, 
Has won a famé throughout our golden land — 
The pioneer of Learning's noble band. 

O'er trackless deep, o'er océan 's billowy roar 
She came, a blessing to our sunset shore; 
And while man's eager hands sought for the gold 
Of California's hills of wealth untold, 

She sowed Truth's seeds, and Faith's and t/earning*s 

crown 
Sprang forth — their golden harvest her renown; 
And our fair convent home in San José 
Stands her great life-work's monument to-day. 

Death's hand alone can break the vital chain, 
To free earth's captive soûls from bonds of pain. 
And "in the midst of life we are in death.*' 
On us the icy hands and chilling breath 
Must one day fall. The cruel, stinging dart 
Must pierce to bleeding every wounded heart. 

Stern Reaper Death, tho' thine the lifeless clay, 
The living soûl has sped to Heaven away, 
Ay ! this pure, saintly soûl has sought her rest 
In God's fair realms allotted to the blest. 

Let marble obelisks or granité glooms 
Mark Pride's and Battle-glory's pompons tombs, 
Let songs and anthems peal for other dead, 
God's angels chant her funeral rites o'er head. 
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Solemn and grand be her last requiem sweet 
Our hearts' fond love, her mausoleum meet. 

Yes, hère she lies asleep — but oh ! not dead — 

How harsh that word, how bleak, how chill, and 

dread ! 
Not dead ? Oh no, her soûl in Heaven above 
Rfcleased, lives 'mid the glories of God's love. 

BETTIE T1SDAI.E. 
Coi.i,EGE Notre Dame, January 11, 1892. 



M ^rea^ of S)ay. 



SISTER SUPERIOR MARY CORNEWA. 

^\0 WN from the skies at break of day 
-^ An angel sped on the star-lit way 

That leads from heaven to earth. 
The paling moon on the glistening wing 
Of the seraph alone, ère the flaming ring 

Of the Day-star has its birth. 

The sphères chime forth a cadence sweet, 
And now beneath the angePs feet, 

They swell in voiceful song. 
A palm he clasps, and the lily's breath 
Is sweet in the air. Can this be Death 

So fair he passes along ? 

On the Couvent towers the moonbeams pale. 
And see, from out the misty veil 
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Two spirits soar through the air. 
The heavens ope' a gleaniing light, 
They vanish 'mid the radiatice bright, 

And the moon ôhines cold and fair. 

An empty place in loving hearts, 

And pain' s keen edge, and sorrow's darts, 

And the wail for a loved one dead. 
In heaven a crown, and martyr palm, 
And peaceful rest, and holy calm, 

Where the white-robed band is led 

By the SDotless Lamb, in the blissful love, 
The home prepared for those above, 

Who hâve chosen the better part: — 
At rest froni sorrow, and care, and strife 
In the pure, sweet peace of the other life, 

In the home of the Savior's heart. 

Sadir Quinlan. 
Collège of Notre Dame, 

San José, Cal., Jan., 1892. 



Move's Vision. 



TITHILE upon thebrow of morning, 
^^ Flashed the starry beacon light 
Heralding the hour of dawning, 
When the day is born of night. 

Heaven's portais wide were opened, 
Shining Angels thronged around, 
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And celestial strains of music 

Filled its realms with glorious sound 

God was on His throne of glory 
Near Him stood His Mother blest, 

To receive a soûl immortal 
To lier palms of peace and rest. 

What had she to fear ? O faithful 
Soûl ! her place in Heaven was won, 

God we feel that moment crowned her, 
Life' s great sacrifice was done. 

Ah ! but she has gone and left us, 
Leaving sorrowing hearts behind, 

Nevermore her lips shall utter, 
Words consoling sweet and kind. 

Nevermore on earth we'll greet her, 

Who in paths of duty led. 
Oh, we realize in sadness, 

One we love is with the dead. 

Dead, yet living an example, 

Of a noble saintly life, 
Full of sacrifice and labor, 

Free from self and worldly strife. 

Ah ! If ail would only ponder, 
On the lessons that she gave, 

Though her lips on earth are silent, 
* ' Yet she speaketh from the grave. ' ' 
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When our task below is ended, 

May we nieet, no more to part, 
With our gentle guide and mother, 

In sweet Jésus, Sacred Heart. 

Mamie Farney. 



^nniversary CHapfei. 

Jan. II. 1893. 

I. 
ytrHAT tender tears unbidden start 
^^ For her, who after years of strife, 
Has reached her goal, eternal life, 
And perfect rest in Jésus' Heart. 

Butstill, her kindly deeds oflove, 
Like blossoms. shed their fragrance rare, 
Around our path, and rise as prayer 

To God*s white throne of light above. 

Carrie Delane 



II. 
/Jf LOVING memory lingers yet, 
^^ Of her, who but a year ago, 
Passed from this earth to God's bright Home, 
To taste unbounded joys that flow 

Forever from His Heart of Love, 
What bliss is hers ! When life is o'er, 
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God grant it may be ours to meet, 
In endless joys on that blest shore. 

Annutte Butiner. 



III. 
TEALS a sensé of sadness o'er me, 
Musing on the past to-day, 
Thinking of a loved and lost one, 
Called by God from earth away. 

At Thy Feet, O dearest Savior, 

She, life's burden laid adown 
Passing through thy love and mercy, 

To her well won heavenly crown. 

Which she wears in realms eternal 

Gazing on God 's Holy Face, 
Pleading blessings for her children, 

Thro' Our Lady fuU of grâce. 

Jur,iA Farney. 



IV. 

yiTE mourn our gentle friend, 
^^ Our Mother and our guide, 
But far above the skies, 

Where endless joys abide. 
And God in ail his love, 

His bounteous blessings gives, 
Dwells our Superior loved 

Whose work on earth «till lives. 

Marie Neai^on. 
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V. 



Two Angei* Visits. 

[O Liège, a city quaint and fair, 
In a land beyond the sea, 
God sent from His calm Home of prayer, 

By Love's divine decree, 
A radiant angel that to earth, 
Bore tidings of an infant's birth. 

Years passed: to girlhood grew the child, 

With heart of burning love, 
For her Creator. Strong yet mild, 

Her spirit soared above 
Earth's joys and like a shining star, 
Her life shed lustre near and far. 

Oh ! not to Belgiura's distant shore, 

But to our land of light, 
Does the bright angel corne once more. 

In robes of spotless white, 
To call to His eternal rest, 

Truth's pioneer to our far West. 

Helen petre. 

VI. 

In God's realms of radiant brightness, 

See our dear Superior stand, 
With clasped hands imploring grâces, 

For the loved ones of our Land. 
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By a life calm, lofty, holy, 
Hère she won the garlands sweet, 

Wreathed of blooms of radiant beauty, 
Love's pure ofFerings at God's feet. 

Cassie Wei,ch. 



Sonnet, 



A Notre Regrettée. 



Sœur Supérieure Marie Cornélie, S. N. D. 

OI dont l'ame pour nous était toute tendresse 
Colombe par la grâce, par l'aimable douceur, 
O Marie Cornélie ! qui toujours, sans faiblesse, 
Conduisit tes enfants dans les voies du Seigneur. 

Tandis que maintenant, dans une pure ivresse, 

Jésus te fait jouir de l'éternel bonheur, 

Dis-nous, nous t'écoutons; oui, dis-nous, le temps 
presse. 

Quel mystère en un an, t'apprit le Sacré Cœur ? 

De toute vérité, tu nous dois témoignage: 

Ton secret, dis-le nous dans ton propre langage; 

Il sera entendu; savouré comme miel. 

"Enfants, filles chéries, j'ai appris de Dieu même. 
Qu'un bonheur à la terre envié par le Ciel 
C'est de pouvoir souflfrir pour Celui que l'on aime ! 

S. M. du S. E. 

Notre Dame, San José, January, 1893. 
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Sonnet, 




A PARAPHRASE. 

H ! thou whose soûl for us was tenderest ruth, 
A dove of gentleness, thro' grâce and love, 
Yet soaring, eagle-like, in strength, above, 
Wooing thy children to God's realms of Truth, 
While as the eagle thou renewest thy youth, 
Tasting the joys immortal and divine 
That God prépares for faithful soûls like thine, 
Tell us, we pray, what thou can'st now impart, 
The lessons learned, in Heaven, from Christ's great 

Heart, 
Breathe it in thine own language, and it will, 
As nectar, o'er our listening hearts distil, 
And ail our soûls with Wisdom's sweetness fill: 
"Heaven envies earth a bliss ail boons above, 
The power of suflfering for the God we love." 



^amered. 



TÎTEEPING they went at morning 
^^^ Over a dreary land, 
Weeping they went a tearful 

Brave-hearted sower band, 
Cold clung the mists around them, 

Far stretched the barren mead. 
No sun-light nimbus crowned them, 

As wide they cast their seed. 
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Slowly the mist veils parted 

Over the brow of Day, 
Softly the warm rays darted 

Dowti where the small seeds lay, 
Till, in the Harvest spiendor, 

Over the wakened land, 
Hillside and valley glistened 

White for the reaper's hand. 

lyO ! they are now returning, 

Singing they gladly corne, 
Laden with sheaves they hasten 

Back to the Harvest Home; 
Weeping they went ! but see tliera 

Corning ail radiant now, 
L/ight, peace and bliss unshadowed 

Beam on each tranquil brow. 

Oh ! who is she, their leader ? 

Brighter than ail the rest, 
Bearing the fairest guerdon 

Close to her gentle breast, 
Roses and gleaming lilies 

Under the laurel leaves 
Bloom with celestial sweetness 

Twined 'mid her golden sheaves 

Notre Dame, S. M, 

Marysvii,i:,E, Jan. 1893. 
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"^ears ^uff of golden Ç^ays, 

HE years so full of golden days are o'er, our 
dear one now, 
Has gone to wear Life's fadelsss crown, upoti her 

noble brow, 
To follow evermore the Lamb, with those whose 

wondrous song 
Resounds through ail eternity the sacred streets 
along. 

Ah yes and while our hearts are sad, our spirits 

bowed in pain, 
Faith shows beyond Life's cloud-dimmed skies, our 

dear Superior's gain, 
The weary burden of long years when health and 

strength were spent, 
The sufferings that to perfect her, our loving Master 

sent. 

AU thèse hâve passed their mission o'er the good 

fight she has won 
And on the Mount of God has seen the Victor's 

glorious Sun 
And thougli no more we hear that voice uplifting in 

its power. 
And though no more that smile will glad the gloom- 

enshrouded hour, 
The perfume of that noble life not soon will fade 

away. 
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And memory to each heart will speak what she so 

well could say, 
And often will her "Fiat" sound, "Just as God 

wills," descend. 
Its influence sweetly strengthening us until our 

journey's end; 
Until the tranquil eventide around us folds, and 

we 
Hâve seen like our departed one, God's vast eternity. 
Hâve seen the sunrise on His Mount, may sjie who 

passed before, 
Obtain for us that in ail things. His will we, too, 

adore. 
His blessed will, that lent to us, her whom He 

called away, 
Around whose grave her absent ones in spirit kneel 

tO'day. 
And lay their filial tribates down bright with the 

falling rain, 
A thankfulness pervading hearts immortal hopes 

sustain . 

Angelic voices softly chant their Requiescants there 

Above the graves of those who, too, hâve known our 
loved one* s care, 

Those, the dear sharers of our toil, shall welcome us 
on high 

And our Superior, loved shall know her own be- 
yond the sky. 

S. G. B. S. 
Collège Notre Dame, 

San Francisco, Cal., Jan. 1892, 
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^Rou ^rt §0ne, 9^riend and O^otRerl 



[HOU art gone, oh friend and Mother, 
Thou art gone from earth's rough ways, 
Gone to dwell with God forever 
Gone to sing for aye His praise. 

But the memory, dear Superior, 

Of thy precious, sainted life, 
Gives my soûl a strength and vigor 

That sustains it in the strife. 

Gives it strength to bear with courage, 
Ail the burdens God may send . 

Oh, I feel thy présence near me, 
Dear Superior, guide and friend. 

Yes, so near me, loved Superior, 
And thy words are echoing still, 

"Sister, try, with gênerons fervor 
To accomplish God's sweet will." 

I can see in radiant beauty. 

Ail thy virtues grand and rare, 
Faith and patience, aye heroic, 

Were thèse fruits of earnest prayer. 

And thy sweet and humble kindness 

What a power it has been, 
To deter the weak and wayward 

From the paths that lead to sin. 
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Thou hast shared the bitter chalice 
Of the Heavenly Master, too, 

Never shrinking in the conflict. 
Always valiant, brave and true. 

Now a fadeless circlet crowns thee, 
Meet reward, Superior dear, 

For thy life of toil and trial 
And of sacrifices hère. 

Pray that I may ever foUow 
AU thy counsels good and wise, 

That with thee l'il dwell fore ver, 
In God's home beyond the skies. 

CoNVENT Notre Dame, 
Ai^AMEDA, Jan. 1892. 



S. M. G. 



Onr Moss ^er ^ain, 

gTEARTS oppressed with deepest sorrow, 
-■^ To God's will submissive bend: 
Death has from her children taken, 
A loved Mother, Guide and Friend. 

Forty years their gentle guardian, 
Forty years their strength and stay: 

Foundress ! what will seem without thee, 
Notre Dame of San José ? 

Oh !'how keen this séparation, 
From her pure uplifting soûl, 
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But like healing balm, Faith's whisper, 
**She has reached the longed for goal." 

Hers the victor's palm, the laurels 

By sublimest virtue won, 
Meet reward of self-denial, 

And of duty nobly done. 

Angel voices sing her triumph, 
From the Bridegroom's lips she hears 

"Welcome ! and well done ! I crown thy 
Six and fifty faithful years." 

Not the gold of California 
Led her to our Western shote, 

Pioneer ! She sought not treasures, 
Bringing those she valued more. 

Purest gems of Faith and Virtue, 
Treasures that enrich the souI, 

Thèse her gifts to aid her neighbor 
Onward to a heavenly goal. 

She, like Rorae's Cornelia, valued 
Far beyond earth's jewels rare, 

Children's youthful hearts, the objects, 
Of her love and tenderest care. 

Child and Matron, as they gather, 
Sad and mournful round her hier, 

From those lips, in death now silent, 
Words of comfort seem to hear. 
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From thy Home, loved Guide Oh, aid them, 
Safely through earth's ceaseless strife, 

Whisper still thy cheering counsels, 
In the doubts and cares of life. 

S. A. B. S. 

AcADEMY OF Notre Dame, 
San José, Jan., 1892. 



0nr Odlotfier's CroWn. 




|H, echoing bells of the Couvent, 
How plaintive your silvery peals Sound ! 
O bells, in my heart ye are ringing 
The sorrow vibrating around ! 
Ye breezes borne over our valley, 
From océan blue, wing on your way 
To hundreds the tidings of anguish 
0*er-veiling our sunshine to-day. 

Yea, cast your drear shades tow'ring poplars, 
Far out on the fresh springing grass, 
Ye hear the sad sound of the zéphyrs 
As mournfuUy onward they pass ! 
O blossoms of earth just awakening 
Shrink back in your cells ! For to-day — 
What light from our life, with our Mother, 
Our brightest and best passed away. 

lyong shadows fall over the Couvent 
From still sombre banners of woe, 
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With slow and hushed tread, child and Sister 

•Pass mournfuUy ail day to and fro; 

Poor hearts, bruised and torn 'neath their sorrow, 

God alone is their comfort and stay, 

For Superior beloved, friend and Mother, 

Oh, what sunshine you shed round our way. 

But even while tearful I lingered 
In prayer at the foot of the Cross, 
Where He, who alone bore ail anguish, 
Can teach us to bear keenest loss, 
It seemed as the voice of an angel 
I heard, while there shone ail around 
The light from the oped pearly portais; 
"Behold how your dear one is crowned !" 

Arrayed ail in luminous raiment, 

Mid glory and gladness and song, 

I felt that she then was rejoicing 

In light, with that radian t-browed throng; 

Then down from the deep sapphire distance, 

A snowy-clad band seemed to bear 

The Virgin's crown, wrought of pure lilies, 

That she is forever to wear ! 

The palm-bearing légion of martyrs, 
Their robes ail be-sprinkled with blood, 
Who joyfuUy laved their life garments 
Deep down in the Lamb's ruby flood, 
Bore singing a crown to the victor, 
A crown won in patience and strife; 



^ 
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For hers was the holocaust perfect, 
The self-crucified Martyres life. 

A pageant surpassing ail others 
Approached ail encircled in light, 
Their crown jewels rivalled the glories 
That flash on the calm brow of Night. 
Yes, thèse were the valiant Apostles 
Who bore, over earth's gloomy ways 
The bright torch of Faith whose clear shining 
Drew myriads to bask in its rays. 

Ah ! well may the anadem sparkle, 
The seal of her life's only aim, 
For soûls that her Savior had purchased 
She sacrificed home, love and famé; 
She braved océan deep. dismal forest, 
She lingered in drear désert wild, 
How gladly e*en life would she barter 
To ransom the seul of a child I 

Apostle and Virgin and Martyr ! 

Ah ! thus was she crowned even hère, 

When calmly and bravely she waited 

The Bridegroom's glad train drawing near; 

But one crowning crown still was missing 

To halo that heavenly brow 

And shall we regret that the guerdon 

Forever encircles it now ? 

Oh ! no loved Superior, though keenly 
Your parting has pierced us with pain, 



r 
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We rejoice in the blessed assurance: 

Our loss is your infinité gain. 

Then wear it, the crown dearly purchased, 

The crown of Kternal Delight, 

As Virgin, Apostie and Martyr, 

In God's golden City of light. 

S. M. L. 

CoT.i^KGK Notre Dame, San José, Jan. 1892. 



^J-aURfuC Bfearts, 




FAITHKUL hearts, what trembling knell 
^ Cleaves now the crystal air ? 
Its strains in accents deep and low, 
Some mournful tidings bear. 

Yes, sadly do those requiem tones 

Like sacred anthems rise, 
As if to sing the praise of her, 

Death claims a shining prize. 

Ah ! kneel beside that lifeless form 

Ivook on that lofty br.ow, 
Reflecting still the noble soûl. 

Heaven wreathes with glory now. 

What eulogy can fitly tell, 

Of valiant deeds, well done, 
Of struggles, hardships, griefs and cares, 

Which Victor laurels won. 
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Let language wreathe her garlands rare, 

In praise of richest hue, 
Yet far more eloquently speak 

Her deeds so grand, so true. 

Death's Angel hand has drawn aside, 

Humility's disguise. 
And ail her wealth of soulful lore 

In fadeless splendor lies. 

Ah ! words can ne ver fuUy voice 

Nor panegyric franie, 
Her praises, but in loving hearts, 

Immortal is her fiame. 

Collège of Notre Dame, 
San JOSE, 1892. 



S. C. M. 



Réside 3£er ^ier. 



<|>LOWERS of rarest beauty, round her their fra- 

^ grance shed, 

l/oving hearts breathe their anguish over our saintly 

dead, 
Children subdued and silent gaze on the face serene, 
Mothers, who felt her guidance tearfully over her 

lean. 

Sisters, the cherished children of her maternai 

heart. 
Soûls she has led so sweetly through the calm better 

part. 
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Weeping they gather round her, silent and sad 

to-day, 
0*er the still form whose spirit has tranquilly 

passed away. 

Oh ! not in tears we'll linger hère in the quiet room, 
Nor in the chilling shadows of her last resting tomb, 
But Faith's clear vision greets her, where true life 

has begun, 
Where now her brow is circled by the crown nobly 

won. 

Mother and Friend, and Angel, though she has 

passed away, 
Laden with gleaming trophies garnered in life's long 

day, 
Still she is bending o'er us e'en as in by gone years, 
Whispering words of solace, bidding us dry our 

tears. 

Bidding us look o*er sorrow and o'er earth's gloomy 

uight. 
Far up where hills eternal, rest in God's radiant 

light, 
Where freed from ail the sufferings of life's drear 

prison cell, 
Now she is crowned with glory créatures can never 

tell. 

Where she shall sing forever 'niid the Lamb's Lily 
train 
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For the days bright and rapturous never again shall 

wane, 
Whereby the lamp's soft radiance that in her hand 

she bears, 
We too may follow onward over life*s toils and cares. 
Though she has left us working hère in the noon- 

day heat, 
Peace, strength nnd light shall ever cling round her 

memory sweet, 
And while from Heaven her blessing, balm-like 

each heart ache stills, 
We too her prayers shall écho, •*Just as the good 

God wills." 

Pray for us, mother cherished, pray that thy children 

hère, 
May ever keep thy lessons, still in their hearts most 

dear, 

Till from the tearful sowing we too may follow thee 

Singing the same glad anthem ail through eternity. 

S. M. L. 
Collège Notre Dame, 

Marysville, Jan. 1893. 



3£eT ^ememôrance 0ttr ^SZenior, 



UPKRIOR, Friend, and Mother, 
Thy selâess life is o'er, 
A crown of fadeless glory 
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Is thine forevermore. 

This earthly toil is ended, 

Thy lot is with the blest, 

The Master's voice bas called thee, 

Loved Mother, Home to rest. 

The Master's voice has called thee, 

And thou, O Friend ! art gone, 

But still thy gentle counsels 

Shall ever cheer us on; 

Shall give us strength and courage, 

Shall aid us in the strife, 

Shall be hope's beacons shining 

To guide our soûls through life. 

The memory of thy kindness, 
Thy tender, thoughtful care, 
Thy days so strewn with crosses, 
Thy humble, trustful prayer, 
Thy life of loving labor 
So gladly spent for God, 
Shall lead us in the pathway 
Thy saintly feet hâve trod. 

We feel, beloved Superior, 
That thou art near us still, 
Oh ! pray that we may ever 
"Accomplish God's sweet Will." 
That we may gladly welcome 
Whatever He may send, 
That like thee, we may labor. 
For Him until life's end. 
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Until His gentle summons 
Shall call us to our rest, 
To dwell with Him forever 
In mansions bright and blest 
Then we shall be united, 
Never again to part, 
For we shall rest forever 
In Jésus' Sacred Heart. 

Couvent Notre Dame, 
Ai^AMEDA, Jan. 1892. 



S. M. B. 



''Comme te ^on ^ieu VentV 



u/J)OMME le Bon Dieu veut" 

^ "As the Good God wills," 
In Earth's joys and cares, 

In life's toils and ills, 
Thro' her sleepless nights, 

And her sufiering days, 
With the Angels' song, 

Rose her hymn of praise. 

'* As the Good God wills, 

What each moment bore. 
Was God's gift to her, 

And she ask ed no more. 
What His hand outreached 

From His Heart above, 
Was a pearl of price 

To her faith and love. 
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" As the Good God wills,'» 

When the dark days came, 
And her brow was ringed 

With the martyr flame: 
When the brave true hands 

That had toiled so long, 
Lay a helpless weight 

Still she sang one song: — 

*• As the Good God wills," 

Thro' the months, weeks, days, 
Of those five long years, 

Rose her strain of praise. 
Till her life scarce seemed 

Of this world a part, 
But a prayerful puise 

Of Christ' s loving Heart. 

*• As the Good God wills," 

It was calm and light, 
It was peace and strength, 

Thro' the day and night, 
Till the Hope of her heart 

Sent His Angel down, 
To bear her home 

To her palm and crown . 

** As the Good God wills," 

As a Victor psalm, 
From her smile-wreathed lips 

In Death's lofty calm, 
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Rise the words to-day 

As she lies at rest, 
With her cross close-clasped 

To her faithful breast. 

"As the Good God wills," 

lyike a comforting song, 
Thro' the sunbright air, 

Hark! it floâts along: — 
O'er our sorrowing soûl, 

Still the anthem swells, 
Thro* the mournful dirge 

Of the tolling bells. 

" As the Good God wills," 

Let the heavenly straia 
Be our anthem, too, 

In our joy and pain 
Till our life below 

In its peace and love 
Prove an écho sweet 

Of her life above. 

" As the Good God wills," 

Ivike a martial strain, 
Let it nerve our soûls; 

Shall her work be vain? 
Shall we shrink when we think 

Of her toils and tears. 
And the tireless love 

Of her faithful years? 
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♦♦ As the Good God wills," 

From her home above, 
Let her see us true 

To our vows and love, 
As we tread the path 

That she bravely trod. 
For the good of soûls, 

And the Glory of God.". 

Notre Dame, 

San José, Jan. 1892. 
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WIFTIyY from the starry skies, 
To our hearts Heaven's message came. 
Borne by him whom God had sent 
Our Home's saintly Guide to claim. 

To his summons, she replied: 
** May God' s will be ever blest ! " 

And He bore her virgin soûl 
Home to her eternal rest. 

Ah ! she knew the Bridegroom's voice, 
And she would not seek to stay, 

But on wings of love she soared 
To His bright unclouded day. 

And we know that dear ones watched 
For her in that promised land, 
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Kindred, Sisters, children loved, 
Gave her welcome to their band. 

Stricken are our hearts with grief, 
As we kneel at her loved side, 

Yet, sweet thought, she still will be 
Her fond children 's angel guide. 

Through the blinding tears that fall, 
We can see her saintly stnile. 

And she seems to say, ** We part 
Only for a little while. ' ' 

Far beyond the vaulted skies, 

With the Lamb's pure bridai throng 

She the virgins* choir has joined, 
In their never ending song. 

Oh, we would not call her back 
From that scène of joy above, 

'Neath the everiasting light, 
Of the Spouse's sniile of love. 
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loved Superior, on thy kind, true face, 
We gaze to-day, and feel 
The tender sweetness of a "vanished grâce" 
Across our spirits steal. 
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The happy memories of the dead days rise, 

Like fragrance of sweet flowers, 
Once more above us bend the sunny skies 

Of childhood's care-free hours. 

We tread again each old familiar scène, 

And thon, dear friend, art there 
With inborn majesty of lofty mien, 

And Faith's encircling air. 

We meet that searching glance that ever read 

The secret of our soûl, 
We hear again the truth-barbed words that sped 

To their unerring goal. 

The nieetness of thy wise and just reproof, 

The sweetness of thy praise, 
Are golden tracery in the warp and woof 

Of ail life's halcyon days. 

O meekly brave, and nobly, upright soûl, 

O nature sweet, yet strong, 
That led us ever to one shining goal 

And taught our hearts one song. 

Across the checkered stretch of buried years, 

That strain comes back to-day, — 
A Sursum Corda in our grief and tears, 

A Mentor on life's way. 

The écho of thine own devoted life, 
The burden of its psalm. 
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With tireless energy and courage rife, 
Yet full of peace and calm. 

The secret of thy soul-uplifting power, 

Thro' ail thy toiling years, 
The radiant crown of every suffering hour, 

The iris of thy tears. 

The potent magnet that drew hearts to thee, 

And held them to thine own 
By sacred bonds of selâess sympathy, 

Thy life's encircliug zone. 

The song that sanctified the poignant pain 

Of five long weary years, 
The faithful écho of the ceaseless strain 

Of God's eternal sphères. 

Fore ver swept from countless angel lyres, 

The music of their love, 
The fuel feeding the undying fires 

Of Christ's own Heart above. 

The wondrous anthem of Love's lips divjne, 

" Thy will not mine be done." 
O &trong true heart of zeal was ever thine, 

In shadow or in sun. 

O cherished soûl of never failing prayer, 

Safe in thy Home above, 
Teach us amid earth's fe ver-frets and care, 

Thy hymn of deathless love. 
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Teach us in every scène of toil and woe, 

'Mid life's impending ills, 
To make our own, thy constant prayer below, 

" Ail as the good God wills ! " 

o> A. iv. 
Notre Dame, 

San José, Jan. 1892. 
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«ELOVED SUPERIOR ! take this simple crown 
^ With which our hands would fondly deck thy 

brow— 
The richest diadems of earth's renown 

Thou valuest not. But let the wreath that now 
We ofifer hère, more fondly welcome be, 
For O, 'tis bright with gold of grateful love for thee. 

Thy well served Lord within His Kingdom blest, 
Hath twined thy chaplets of unfading gems. 

And now thy children of the favored West 
This boon implore, with His rich diadems. 

O bid Him crown us that our soûls may be 

Fit «harers in thy feast of endless Jubilee ! 

Harriet m. Skidmorh. 
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